










• expression ·. 
Expression wlll be an oc~slonal column of random thoughts, written by staff members and guest columnists. 

In South Carolina, Labor Day ranks 
slightly above Arbor Day in significance, 
only because everybody gets time off. 
While presidents and presidential candi
dates lean in limousines on Cadillac 
Square, while paper rains in the middle 
of Manhattan, for me and for most of us 
Labor Day means a trip to the center of 
the Universe: The gear-slap, cam-slam at 
Darlington, the Southern 500 stock car 
race. 

Some come the night before and pack 
up the infield with vans and Volkswag
ens, Monte Carlos and Mopeds, Hondas 
and Harleys. Mystically awalking circle is 
somehow shaped, in the fumes of car
bon and beer the daring wander, wind 
and finally stumble from car to car. Jiin 
Beam on Bud, vodka on tea, cracklin' on 
grain. On this night the heat of the sun 
hangs in the sky. No one is a stranger and 
no one is a friend. "It gets tough some
times," an Indian tells me, as he cleans 
his '56 T-bird windshield, "but it's not 
always so bad. I even saw a woman out 
here in 1971." 
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The cooler-and-chicken crowd cruises 
in about 10 a. m. the day of the race. The 
grandstand fence becomes a mural of 
flesh - faces, 50,000 faces. Beyond 
Carolina-Clemson this is the biggest 
sporting event in South Carolina. Behind 
me, over 25,000 infield bodies, tanned, 
burned, beat-out but high on heat, haze 
and a dreamless night - hammering 
their hangovers with yesterday's hooch. 

The drivers are mumbling in the pit 
area. The bands play "Born Free" in 
different keys. In the middle of the track 
this year's celebrity, Billy Carter, cackles 
and coughs. 

"I can drink more beer than you!" a 
fan roars from under his NAPA Parts cap. 

"That's a damn lie!" Carter snorts into 
the mike. 

Made-in-Japan Confederate flags pop 
up among the fences and the faces and 
the buzz begins. The crowd knows - it's 

. coming. The cars are cool and silent on 
the tar. That's my Plymouth, .we can 
think. Or, Cale's drivin' my Chevy. Or 
better yet, I'm drivin' for Richard today. 

Richard's hurt, and I told him I could go 
the distance. 

A disembodied prayer. The fans' buzz 
picks up. The drivers glide through the 
webbing and into their machines. Jump
suits of silver, green and gold. And the 
incantation, "Gentlemen, start your en
geens!" 

The blind can see it. The deaf can hear 
it. The power of glass and steel, the crash 
through the center of reason. They are 
off into the sun, into the blue of Sep
tember. The two-grooved track holds 
'em, teases' em, cracks' em and kills' em. 

Labor Day? Don't know that much 
about it, friend. I'm off again for the lost 
weekend, the edge of heaven and the 
rim of hell. I'm on my way to Dar
lington .... 

.franklin Ashley, 
Senior Editor 
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